THE WAY OF A MAID

went, and I was insisting to LeMa that if I
,was to strip any more she must first go out
of the mill.
For sheer, vexatious misfortune, I think the
collapse of the foot-bridge is hard to beat.
It added a quarter of an hour to Marya's start,
and it put me out of action for three good
hours, two of which I passed asleep in the
sunshine while Lelia watched.
When die had withdrawn, I stripped and
rubbed myself down with fern. Then I wrung
out my trousers and put them on. She had
brought me a beautiful shirt like that which
she was wearing, and as it was full for her,
it did for me very well. I fear that I burst
the sleeves which were but four inches long,
but the pleasure of putting on clean linen far
more than outweighed a tightness under the
arms. She had also brought me silk stockings,
but these I would not use: for they would
have been too small and iny socks had been
well enough washed and would soon be dry.
Of her gentle care of me I do not know
how to speak. It made a world of difference,
for I had been badly shaken by my fight with
the race and since when I fell, I was needing
both food and rest, the misadventure had
brought me to the end of my tether and left
me with scarce strength enough to lift up my
head. Indeed, if I had had to shift for myself
I do not know how I should have fared, for
with none to wake me I should not have dared